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Mary (arter 

b 7 

JAMES MARVOWF 

When I came back to the Office 
aíter lunch she was sitting there. 
Her feet close togcthcr likc a 
schoolgirl. her bag gripped on her 
knccs and thc light reflecting from 
her plain hom*rims so that at first 
I couldn't scc what color her eyes 
were. She was poised so tenscly, 
with her heels off thc floor that 
I had to look twice to scc that her 
shoes were of thc ballct-dancer 
type. in a palc brown. There was 
no lipstick and no decorations 
and the stockings were oř thc 
serviceable variety, though thc 
legs they encused were plcasant 
cnough. She stood up, blinking a 
little. She wore a brown dress of 
extrenie simplicity and here_and 
there it had the faint shine of 
wcar. It buttoned up to her throat 
bul it had been madc řor her and 
it fitted her gently swelling hips 
and managed to suggest soft 
thighs. Only she wouldn*t havc 
liked it if Fd said anything aboul 
her thighs. 1 guessed that sčhool 
teachers dislike remarks like that 
from strange mcn. If she wanted 
employment you would piek her 
out of a hundred as dependoble, 
quiet, efficient and not likely to 
leave suddcnly to get married. 

She licked her lips before she 
spoke and then she said “What 
are your charges?” 

I signed to her to sit down and 
I went round my desk and sat 
down myself. 


"It depends on what I get 
asked to do. AIso how long it 
takés.™ 

Out of kindness—being silly 
that way—I added, “And it 
sometimes depends on what the 
Client can afford to pay." 

She looked at the handbag and 
said, "I couldn't afford to pay 
much.™ 

She started to get up but I 
waved her back again. She 
perched her slightly shiny sit- 
upon on the very edge of the 
chair. 

"Fm listening," I suggested. 

She licked her lips again. I 
was wishing that girls like her 
would realisc that lipstick and 
pretty dresses exist not only for 
the pleasure of thosc who wear 
them. Thcy also make life more 
bcarablc for these who háve to 
look at them. 

“Fm a secretary,™ she said. 
“My name's Mary Carter. I work 
for Sylvia Parks.™ 

From thc way she looked 1 
was supposed to know who Miss 
Parks was. But I didn'L 

“She’s a film-actrets. Shc's only 
playing smáli parts now,” she 
hastened on, "but she’s good and 
she ’11 be famous soon. I know she 
will." 

"Leť* hope youTe right. Miss 
Carter." 

I remembered how in the gUd- 
ed palaccs of vice that New 
York and New Orleans sported 
in the mneteen hundreds they 
always had one oř two starrlingly 
ugly hags among the beautiful 
courtesans. It made the courte- 
sans look even more beautiful by 
con trast Maybe Miss Sylvia 


Parks had something of the same 
idea. I woukln't know. A přiváté 
detective has funny thoughts like 
that. Sometimes íť*. a useful 
hábit. 

“And what sort of trouble are 
you in, Miss Carter?™ 

“It isn't me, really. Iťs Miss 
Parks. Somebody is going to kill 
her.” 

“A film critic?" 

She went very red. 

“That wasn't funny and any- 
way I’ve always thought murder 
was a serious matter!” she 
snapped. 

“I háve an idea along those 
lineš myself. Don’t mind me. I 
háve to sound tough. Insido I’m 
a blushing red rose." 

She looked at me for some 
timc. Then she went on. 

“A man called hor. Thrcc 
times. I answered the phonc. Hc 
said hc had to speak to her per- 
sonally. 1 said she was in the 
bath and couldďt comc. Hesaid— 
he was rudé—hc said something 
1 try to forget and insisted on 
talking to her. She came out of 
thc bathroom just then and hcard 
me talking and made mc givc her 
the phone. While she listened she 
went absolutely white. Then she 
put the phone down quickly and 
told me to get her a drink. She 
was shaking likc a leaf. I asked 
her what it was about and she said 
it was nothing. But thc man rang 
again when she was out and I 
said she was out. And hc laughed 
and said "Then také a message, 
sweetheart! Telí her I haven*t 
madc up my mind what day she's 
going to die but iťll bc soon. 
Don't forget to tcll her!” and he 
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hung up. I told her and she made 
mc swcar I wouldn ’1 do anything. 

I wanted to ring the police. But 
she went almost mad and said if 
I did she’d kill me. I've never 
seen her that way!" 

“And ařter that therc was a 
third call?" 

“Yes. And she was out again. 
He said ‘Any time now, sweet- 
heart! And I am looking forward 
to it!' and he laughed and hung 
up” 

I played with the blouer on 
my desk. 

“Why do you say you can’t 
afford much? Surely Miss Parks 
curns a good saalry." 

“She doesn’t know I'm hcre! I 
want to help her! I wanted her 
to come to a detective but she went 
mad on mc again. So I came any- 
way.” ' 

She sat slili like a parrot on a 
pcrch. Her brown hair was thick 
and parted on one side and caught 
up with a brown clip. I guessed 
her undcrwcar would bc totallv 
uninteresting. 

She said. “And then co-day 
thcrc was a man hanging around 
outsidc, watching the apartment 
all the time she was at the studio. 
I'm scared! So I came to you.” 

“Where does she livc?" 

She told me. I knew the plače. 
On top of some Office buildings 
somebody had built a series of 
penlhouse apartments and let 
them at high rent. You could 
háve a party for two up there 
and only the sparrows would be 
shocked. 

A girl could advance herself 
rapidly on the road to stardom 
away up among the stars them* 
sclvcs. 

“Is she in there now?” 

“No—she*s at the studio." 

“IT1 come and sec her at eight 
to-night." 


“She won't let you in.” 

“You know how to open a 
dooř. I guess?" 

She pouted. “I won't be there. 
She doesn't like me staying in the 
evening.”* 

Miss Parks had a point there, 
too, I rcckoncd. A school tcacbcr 
around evenings would be like 
sitting up with your conscience. 

“I see. When do you leave?” 

She said. “I could stay as latě 
as I dared—and then leave the 
front dooř unlockcd." 

“What about the Street dooř?" 

“There’s a secret switch for 
that. Low down on the lefl lintel. 
Press and the dooř unkxks. It 
rings a bell upstairs but 1*11 dis- 
connect that." 

We looked at each other. I let 
myself unemotionally survey ber 
face. Maybc ray exprcsskm was 
sour—Pve been around. Her eyes 
werc large and open. unblinking 
and místy. Mouths show more 
character than people think. I 
sludied hers. The top lip had a 
soft flattening in the centre as 
if she still wore, as h were. her 
first kiss. With lipstick it could 
háve been a touch of sensuous- 
ness. Without lipstick her mouth 
was still curiously exciting. In- 
voluntaríly the lip of my tongue 
was lieking my own lips as I 
looked at hers, hnagining the 
taste of them. I íorced my eyes 
away from her mouth. Ridicu- 
lous to contemplate kissing such 
a plam Jane. 

I squirmed in my seat. feeling 
somcwhat like a school boy caught 
drawing lewd fantasics of his 
teacher without her dothes on. 
But my eyes h2d a mind of their 
own. They continued on a down- 
ward path. Her chin was smáli 
but ftrm, determined. But it was 
saved from aosterity by a disarm- 
ing dimpled cleft in the center. 


Her neck was a slim white col- 
umn and I could picture it with¬ 
out that stupid brown dress cov- 
ering it. 1 could picture that neck 
descending to shoulders of the 
same creamy textuře, unclunered 
oy anything so mundane as a 
shiny brown dress. Then beneath 
the shoulders would be two soft 
mounds of quivering flesh. Even 
under the dress I could see them 
rise and fall with every breath she 
took. The thin cloth did little to 
hidc the twin erect points—with 
an effort I tore my eyes away. 

She began to get flushed under 
my Kratiny. She pointed to her 
bag and whispered, “About the 
money.. 

I shrugged. 

“Don’t lose any slecp. I usually 
chisel some dollars out of some¬ 
body before I finish a čase. If all 
clse fails I know an old woman 
across the traeks who keeps fifty 
iron men in some hiding plače. 
Squatting her on the stove would 
soon makc her talk. We’ll discuss 
money later." 

She looked at me for a long 
time. 

“I hope you’re all right,” she 
said in the end. 

Td hatě to be what you'd call 
right," 1 said, “but I think you 
can trust me. Mother brought me 
up on strict honesty. Ask her— 
she*ll be out next month.” 

“Don‘t play games!" she said. 
getting up angrily. “This could bc 
murder!” 

"When it is we'II weep. I'll be 
there at eight. Don't wink at 
strangers on the subway—any of 
them might be That Man.” 

She looked at me oncc more 
as if she only had to wavc to 
makc the flies rise up from me 
in swarms. Then she took her bag 



and tried to smile and found she 
couldn‘t. 

She went, closing the dooř care- 
fully behind her shiny-worn 
flanks. 

I sat and looked at it from va- 
rious directions. 

Man threatens starlet. Starlet 
doesn’t grab some oť the law she 
pays taxes íor. So starlet musí be 
aíraid to. Ergo; starlet has prob- 
ably been a wicked, naughiy girl. 
Man is aware of starleťs wicked 
naughtiness. Man wants not star¬ 
leťs dcath—which is only a test 
to sec iť she calls íor the johns— 
but something else. And not what 
men usually want řrom starlets. 
What all people usually want from 
anybody. 

I leaned back and thought 
some more. 

I could huve thought a lot 
about how vulncrabic actresscs 
are to suspicion. But instead I 
found myself thinking that it was 
a pity about the shinc on that skirt. 
And I remembered that as she 
waikcd out the left stoeking-seam 
was a little off center. (I notice 
things like that. Nasty mc.) That. 
too. was a pity. Thcy were nice 
legs. 1 let myself think about that. 
In shorts of white sharkskin. say. 
bricf cnough and taut enough to 
display the first curves of what 
the shinc had covered. Or may- 
bc opcra-length black hosiery. up, 
way, way up to emerald shorts 
and a topless something. 

Something that wouldn*t quitc 
hide those sensitive little tips that 
insisted on making their presence 
known in špite of the ugly brown 
dress. Maybe one of those tubu- 
lar knit affairs, straplcss, the kind 
that háve a hábit of slipping down 


when there's swelling flesh insidc 
begging to pop out. Begging to 
be touched, fondled, kissed. 

I laughed at myself. 

Maybe I should go back to first 
grade. 

I got up, took my snood off the 
hook and went out. At the comer 
I took afternoon tea in the form 
of rye on the rocks. 

I had dinner at my usual plače 
where the Vienna steaks are good 
if you don i try- to think whaťs 
gone inio them. My mind still 
ran on legs. Legs and ivory thighs 
and to join one to the other, saf- 
fron-yellow gnrters. 

1 sat over a sccond ryc on the 
rocks and thought further. There 
was a man who said that the 
Flatiron Building madc him think 
of sex. He explaincd that it was 
because everything made him 
think of sex. I always felt that 
he and I would hase bcon bud- 
dies. But this ume it was more 
than that. A girl wears no lipstick. 
She dresses in a fusty suit and 
looks shocked if you say "bed" 
and faints if you make it a doublc- 
bod. And after shc's gone you 
daydream of slcck legs in fabu- 
lous nylons. lit by firelight and ro- 
vcalcd by a well-organized acci- 
dent. 








I couldďt get it. 1 wanted to get 
it so 1 went round to get the car 
and on the way I dropped in the 
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sewer I laughingly called home 
and pickcd up That Thing—the 
one with the bluc barrcl and flutcd 
grip that is bad for fmger-prints. 
It fittcd niccly in the smáli holster 
and didn’t show when I put my 
coat on again. 

It was a tair drive out to the 
apartment. I dawdled bccausc it 
wasn’t yet eight and also I wanted 
it to be dark. 

I leřt the car at the corner of 
the block. It all had the look oř 
oflicc districts after hours. As if 
the plague-wagons had been 
round and removed all the bodics 
and all that needed to be doně 
was just to disinfect the entire 
area. Therc wcrc no daik sedan* 
containing smáli men with dark 
hats und tiny moustaches. No big 
saloon* with radio-anicnnac and 
searchlights and somebody smok¬ 
ing inside. 

The dooř looked like an entry 
to offices. Therc was no knob. 
But I found the button—down 
on the Icft. Therc was a sigh like 
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a protesting virgin—as quiet as 
that—and the dooř sbowed a 
crack of pále clectric light. I 
pushed it open and started up the 
stairs. They were stone, unemo- 
tional and undecorative and as 
furtive as a posteard pedlar. 

I went up silently for not quitc 
five years, turning comcr after 
corner. 

Then there were stars on a vel- 
vct sky and expanses of roof, 
boxes oř flowers, coiored sun- 
shades and linie tables and in 
either directioo illuminatcd pent- 
houses, separated by rows of 
shrubs. The nearest was hers. 
That too was alight. The dooř 
was ckxcd and the light spilled 
out řrom the ocher side of the 
apartment where therc was prob- 
ably a glass dooř to walk out to 
the garden hand in hand to look 
at the stars and get away from all 
these peoplc, darling. It was 
pretty silent. 

I tried the dooř. It gave a little. 
Schooi tcachcrs never telí lies. 

The little hallway was gay. On 
the wall a shallow vertical box 
was subdividcd into a hundred 
shallower smallcr boxes and each 
box was painted inside with a 
different color and contained a 
smáli china figuře. A ballet dan- 
cer. A curkd-up red setter. A 
nudě girl. An elephant with scar- 
let caparison. A gay little jockey 
with round chce ks . .. 
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You could see into a long 
room that had walls of pink and 
a black ceiling and somebody 
breathing just out of sight, just 
around a corner, waiting and 
Ustening. 

All the floors had one allovcr 
carpet of white. I could walk on 
that like a fly dumping about. 
I walked—but that Thing was in 
my hand by now. 

He was standing closc to the 
glass dooř, lit by a lamp on a low 
table, so his facc had tiny creases 
like an actor ncar the footlights. 
He was young, dark and worc a 
dinner jacket of white. 

He looked at me with cyes 
that were so widc open the whites 
gleamed like pcbbles. 

She lay on the sofa between 
us. Her shoes showed mc the 
spike heels and the soles. I 
thought. funny how the soles al- 
ways show only when you're 
dcad. “Turn up your toes" is 
maybe a good expression. She 
was in white lamě, her shouldcrs 
wcrc bare and her hair was a 
ebestnut torrent down to her 
arms. Her back was towards mc. 
She had beautiful hips and the 
lamc skirt was slit to the hollow 
behind one knee. Something had 
dripped to the white carpct in front 
of her. It could havc been scarlct 
paint. 

Hc looked at That Thing and 
his mouth—it was a weak, smáli 
mouth—quivcrcd. I went over to 
him slowly. 

He tried to grin. It came out a 
babyish snarl. Therc was some¬ 
thing on his hand that matched 
the pool on the floor. I had That 
Thing in his generál dircction. Hc 
didn*t care for it much. 

I was ncar cnough now. I bent 
over her. The torrent of hair 
partly hid her facc. 1 saw a 



mouth like an enamelled flower 
and long lashes that lay on the 
curve oť her cheek likc lilies on 
a grave. I looked at her mouth 
for a long linie. Too long. 

He musí háve had the glass 
dooř open. There was a brcath 
of evening air, a stumble and he 
was gone. 

I look three sirides to the 
swinging glass dooř. He was only 
four yard* away and he made a 
good larget against the stars. I 
liřted That Thing. I fired twice to 
mako ccrtain. The aerid směli 
began to tinge the atmospherc 
and minglc like a dirty joke with 
her perfume. 

I dosed the glass dooř care- 
fully and turned. The dcad girl 
was sitting up, her eycs enormous 
and her hands on her pert bosom, 

I said "Welcome back from 
judgment. How did you make 
out?" 

"You—you—shot him!" 

I blcw down the barrcl oř That 
Thing. sni Hed it likc a boule of 
brandy and put it back where it 
lived. 

"Old Two-gun, they ušed to 
call me on the Border They said 
of mc thut when I dcaded ‘cm 
they staycd dcaded. If I d shot . 
you, for instance, you wouldiťt 
he sitting up so soon—” 

Shc kieked out with sotin 
shoes and jumped up. white as 
her dress. Shc wasn’t tall, l could 
see into the dividing cleft of her. 

"Arcn’t you going to see if 
he’s dead? Why don’t we call a 
doctor?" Shc was on the verge of 
a seream. 

"A doctor wouldn't help him 
any.” 

"God! What am I going to 
do?" she wailed. 

"Try taking an aspirin. Iťs the 
only useful thing I can think of 


right now. You wanted a body- 
guard. You háve one. With a big 

gun-” 

She fought to gather her wits 
together. The strugglc was visiblc. 
At last the enamelled lips 
smoothed out the wrinklcs round 
them, the eyes retumed to focus 
on mc, shc managed to smilc. 

"After all." she whispered. 
"you did it. 1 was pretending— 
it was going to bc a joke . . 

“On mc. sweetbeart?” 

She licked her lips. 

"Yes." 

"Just for the hell of it. Just to 
telí over the dinner-table. Just, 
maybe. to make a good story for 
the papers." 

“Yes." 

“It makes a better story this 
way. ‘Homicide in starleťs pent- 
house apartment. Sylvia Par ks 
held. Tells D.A. it was all a 
joke'." 

A liny bead of perspiration 
quietly glittered ncar the corncr 
of her eye. 

“You—you're in it. too." 

"Yes. Right in it. A good way 
would be to iron you out too and 
Icavc the gun. Starlet kills lover 
—slays sclf. Double tragédy in 
lovc-nesť." 

"You wouldnt!" 

"It would let me out. swcct- 
heart” 


She moved closcr. Shc was 
trembling all over. 
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“You could get rid of—him. 
The river—" she muttered hoarse- 
ly. She sat down again on the 
sofa and leaned forward to ap- 
peal to mc. That way 1 could see 
far. far down. That damned 
imagination of mine began to see 
visions of a while shape with 
arms that twined like snakes. 

I said “1 liked that dress from 
the first." 

Shc looked startled. Shc 
looked down. Something leaped 
into her eyes and she moved one 
bare shoulder towards me and a 
linie upwards as if she werc going 
to kiss it. 

"It is a nice dress," shc mur- 
mured. putting on a different 
voice, a voice that Evc probably 
ušed when she carricd something 
round and red to Adam. "It could 
so easily come ofT." she went on. 
“It just depends on a fasiener— 
under herc." 

Shc showed me. Her armpit 
was a smooth warm hollow. 

“If you could do what I usked 
you to." she smiled. 

“Gel rid of him?" I asked. 

Shc nodded quickly. 

1 slid my arms round her waist. 
Yielding. lissom and warm. her 
stomach musclcs rippled as shc 
turned to mc. 

Slowly. 1 kneaded the smáli of 
her back with my palms. Her 
brcath began to come in short 
rapid pants. Any moment the 
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fcw inchcs oř whitc lamc lhát were 
all that kcpt her from bcing truly 
Eve vvould slide down. 

I drew back and held her ai 
arnťs length. I Iooked into her 
místy eyes. 

I said, having tormented her 
long cnough. “Consider it doně. 
In fact it is donc. Hc's miles 
away." 

"Don’t—don’t joke—I couldnt 
bear another wisecrack." 

‘Tm nol joking. The timc for 
joking is over. He's young. He 
can run. The way he ran for the 
stairs showed that. And he rum 
even better when a couple oř 
slugs whistle around his ears." 

“You—you didn't hit him7‘ 
she gasped. 

*T didn’t even try. Lipstick 
and white lamě and a toplcss 
dress change a girl a lot. But lip¬ 


stick doesn't change the shape of 
a mouth. Miss Mary Carter. Or 
Sylvia Parks, whichever you pre- 
řcr. I Iooked přeny' dosely— 
mouths show charactcr more than 
anything else. The joke was sup- 
posed to be on me, Mary—Syl¬ 
via—Eve. Besides, 1 knew there 
was a gag in it long before that." 

She sat down with her hands 
over her face and swaycd a 
little. 

' How—bow dkl you know? 1 
thought I acted the part beauti- 
řully.” 

"So you dkl. You Iooked like 
the working girl that heaven will 
protéct. But after you'd gone I 
thought of bedrooms and it didn't 
connect. The girl Múry Carter 
was supposed to be should sug- 
gest flannel undies but my 
lhoughts strayed to frilly nylon." 


She was looking up now and 
she started to laugh, a nervous, 
relaxing laugh. 

I drew her to her feet and 
pressed her close. 

I said, "You promised that if 
I played it your way and disposed 
of the corpus delicti somc pleas- 
ant things might happen." 

She was trembling now but it 
wasn’t fear this timc. 

She Iooked swimmy. She wet 
her lips and parted them a little. 

I said, shaking my head, “Uh- 
huh! It was nice this afternoon. 
Mary Carter had something more 
than a stercotyped starlet. 
CouldnY we tempt Mary to re¬ 
tům?” 

She stared a moment. Then she 
snuled her carmine smile. 

She said, ‘Til go call her." 

Whilc she was gone I mixed a 
drink. I fclt I'd carncd it. Also a 
lot more. While I was drinking 
it I drew the curtains over the 
glass dooř and went and locked 
the front dooř. I didn’t fancy the 
corpse coming back to see how 
things were working out. 

When she camc back she stood 
shyly in the doorway. Her lip¬ 
stick was gone. She turned slowly, 
posing. Her scat stáli shone, even 
in tho softer light. She even wore 

the little hat. 

This timc I had to go to her. 
I had to bend her back and turn 
her facc to mc. But in the middlc 
of the kiss her knees began to go 
droopy. her mouth began to urge 
itself on me. 

The school teacher said, in a 
whispering contralto, ‘This dress 
isn’t so easy to unřastcn as the 
other onc." 

I said "I like it that way— 
Mary” 
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thcir mystcrious cycs thcy could bcwitch a man so that he was their thrall řor Iife. Jusr in casc iťs truc, we’d 
ad vise you noc to gáze too long at Pat s limpid orbs. As for the rest of her — it doesn't také a sooth-sayer to pre- 
dict what all those lush curves will do to vou! 


























































































































































































































Miss Ebden. in addition to eapitalizing on her photo- 
geme eharms. uses her sulrr>' voicc to entranex co pacrons 
of the Cdcbritc dub on New Bond Street — famous 
tor its pliitcring nitě life. 
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Pat a pan oř the spcctacular floorshow, 'Paul Ray- 
monds Vanincs." whith opcns up with a whirl oř 
gorgeous girls nitely. Par has film ambitions like most 
showgab and has her bewitching eye traincd on Holly¬ 
wood as the next plače to casc her spells. 
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CARLSON WADE 


A bevy of bare brcostcd fc- 
malcs are twisting and contort- 
ing their bodies in rhylhm. while 
fully clothcd men are walching. 
The male faces are aglow with 
joy at the sighl of lbe soft melon 
formed breasts, the lyre shaped 
hips and pcachcs and cream 
skin. It is sheer heavenly joy to 
sec the naked lovelies in the near 
altog ether. 

At the sanie time. another 
group oř nudies are playing vol- 
Icyball—oř swimming, complete- 
ly naked. Their healthy skin is 
glowing in the bright sunshine— 
in a řew moments, these Iovcly 
naked girls are joined for a game 
by a řew virile looking men who 
are every bit as naked as their 
partners. 


Are these dreams? Or. as 
hcad-shrínkers put it. are these 
visions of a wish-fulfillment? 
None! The truth is that the first 
scene occurs on the stagc of a 
night club or burlcsque thcatrc. 
The bare brcastcd girls are strip- 
teasers and lbe fully clothcd men 
are in the audience, cnjoying the 
spectacle of undraped femme 
flesh. 

The second scene occurs in a 
bonafide nudist camp. Bcxh fe- 
males and the males (according 
to the strict rules) mast bc stark 
naked. Thcy think nothing of it. 
so thcy claim. Thcy cnjoy onc 
anotheťs naked company in the 
bright sunlight. 


Is thcrc any difícrcnce in the 
enjoyment of nudity—on the 
stagc or in a nudist camp? An 
cmphatic YES! The truth is that 
sex menns nudc and nudě means 
sex. These two are intcrchangc- 
ablc. The men (and women) who 
go to a strip-tease house do so 
bccausc thcy are motivated by the 
sex instinct. They become eroti- 
cally aroused when they view 
near-naked girls in performance 
bcforc them. Something of the 
“peeping Tom" instinct rcccivcs 
gralification as they sit in the 
audience or around tables and 
watch a silky blondc-haircd girl 
under the spotlight. slowly di- 
vesting herself of one garment 
after the otbcr. As her legs be¬ 
come naked, there is a quicken- 







ing of thc pulse. Then, as ncr 
chest becomes undraped and her 
huge breasty mounds suddenly 
plop into vicw. ihcrc are gasps and 
gapcs. Whcn the strippcr rcachc. 
a slage of virtual nudily (cxccpt 


for a G-string) ihcrc is lbe uiti- 
male in croúc sumulatioa. 

Leť* now look al the same 
siluation in a nudisl camp. The 
members are usually screered by 
a speciál admistions ccmmittcc 


and then Ihcy aie pennitted lo 
cnlcr ihc "forbidden" sun grounds. 
Here, they are fim shown lo 
iheir rooms or cabins and given 
lbe express orders lo divcsi them- 
selvcs complctcly of their clolhcs 











—and only when they are řully 
nakcd (no G strings, no pastics 
oř fig leaves, ií you please), are 
thcy pcrmittcd to join the othcr 
happy nudists. The emotions ex- 
pericnced are quite different řrom 
those enjoyed when you are fully 
clolhed, and watch nakedness 
before you. In a nudist camp, 
you are just as nakcd as the 
others and this creates a different 
form oř erotica. It may serve as 
grutifteation oí your exhibition- 
istic inslinct. but the erotic thrill 
is not as turgid as iř you watch 
nakedness but do not participace. 
The anglc sccras to 

weaken in a nudist camp. Somc 
oř the mystery is gone. 

Nudism in a thcatrc oř night 
dub invariably provokes much 
more erotic response. A glancc 
at some oř the patrons who be- 
comc absorbed with the pccler's 
actions, who.se eyes (and emo¬ 
tions) řollow her long-lcggcd 
movements, the highly scintillat- 
ing bump and grind which is 
erotic-symbolism, will reveal their 
sonsuous thoughts. Somc patrons 
give very obvious evidence oř 
erotic a rousal when thcy watch 
btrippers perřoitning in a little 
skit or act. This is good! Ii shows 
that the stripper is successful.. 
Her near-naked body, clad in a 
G-string and pastics. is a symbol 
of virility and potency. Somc 
peclers will wigglc their flaring 
hips, nakcd as can be, and raise 
the blood pressure oř the clothed 
watchers in the audience. The 
very atmosphere oř a strip-tease 
house is that oř semuousness. 

Now, také the same girls. strip 
them of their fig leaf and pastics, 
put them in a shallow swimming 
pool and let somc of the patrons 
(now řully naked) join them. 
What is their reaction? That of 


wholesome, clean sport. Nudity 
loses some of its mystery w hcn it 
is completely exposed and pre- 
sented to you without any 
“lease." 

The truth is that there is much 
more sensuous arousal in a par- 
tially clothcd female than there 
is in the same girl who sits be- 
side you on the lawn of a nudisi 
camp. You háve “nothing křt 
to the imagination" in the čase 
oř the latter. Everything is com- 
pletely visiblc — everything on 
others and on yourselř. too. 
Therein lies the diflcrence be- 
tween these two fonrn of nudity. 

Perhaps you háve glanccd at 
nudist magazíncs and ileeided 
that a visit to such an cstablish- 
ment would be very exciting. You 
řeei that it is better than a visit 
to a strip-tease thcatrc bccausc. 
ařter all, if you cnjoy secing stagc 
nudity with pasties and a G-string. 
you*11 cnjoy off-stagc nudity with 
Nature s glones in full exposure. 
But tho cnjoyments are different 
On stage. the element of mys¬ 
tery adds to the excitement. 
Something is held away řrom you. 
Forbidden řruit which may not 
be scén, touched or possessed. 

In a nudist camp. the forbid¬ 
den řruit is fully exposed and you 
are left with empty thoughts. 
Furthcrmorc. on-stage nudity is 
based on erotic impulse. The re- 
volving oř the giri s hips as she 
prepares to do a back-spiitting 
BUMP. The bouncing of her 
huge chest globes in their fish net 
bra, the music and the play of 
lights on the body—all are de- 
signed to appeal to the erotic im¬ 
pulse. Off-stagc nudity is the re¬ 
verse—in an official nudist camp. 
the movement oř the body is 
spaiked by Natures aesthetic im- 
pulses. No exaggerated physical 
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her soft. coral-tipped breasts, is 
doing this just for YOU. The 
entire atmosphere is drenched 
with pleasurable sex and gratifi- 
cation of the erotic impulse. This, 
most certainly, can arouse your 
emotions much more than a non- 
deseript girl who asks vou to join 
her in a game of chess m a sbady 
spot of a-nudist camp. 

Margaret Mead, the wcll known 
sociologist, once wrotc. “Nudists 
are attempting to create a world 
in which iťs all right to look, 
but not to touch." This is truc— 
cxccpt, who wants to touch what 
you can sec in front of you all 
day long? Furthermotc, maybc 
what she has. you don't cvcn 
want to touch? 

Nudism in a camp tends to de- 
cmphasizc sex. Thcy tegard the 
human body as strictly utililarian. 
It is wcll known that dothing on 
the female automatically stirs a 
desite to sec that female naked. 
If that samc woman is secn in a 
nudist park, complctcly pcclcd, 
her nakedness becomes ordinary 
—no mystery prevails. Shc is 
simplc onc more naked girl 
among many other naked hu- 
mans. The curiosity to see what 
lies beneath the gown or dress is 
now evaporated. 

Mode sty is an emotion that 
can stimulatc almost anyonc. In 
fact, on-stagc nudity is often 
madc more scintillating if the 
peclcr fcigns shyness. Truc. the 
audience is fully aware that this 
is just an act but they love to 
dream it is for reál. The peeler 
who openly admits she is so bash* 
ful, so shy about taking ofi her 
clothes, wiil stir the vitals of 
ncarly the entire audience. It 
adds špice and ginger. 

In a nudist camp, modesty is 
tossed to the ground with the 


řull clothing outfit. Without mo¬ 
desty, the girl is no longer a silken 
legged, C-cup babě to be mcntally 
stripped and conqucrcd. She's a 
wholc female. The curiosity is 
gone so leťs havc a thrilling game 
of volleyball. 

A prominent authority on nu¬ 
dism has stated that this group of 
naked lun in the sun is devoted 
to two purposes: to break the 
body taboo, and to stimulatc the 
desire for healthful fantily reerea- 
tion. Furthermore, said this au¬ 
thority. the very foundation of 
nudism is built on the premise 
that the nudity-sex complex must 
be doně away with. What a hor- 
rible nightmarc! Také away the 
mystery, so whuťs left? 

Converscly, a leading spokes- 
man for nudity on stagc in the 
form of entertninment has said 
that slrip-teasing or exjxisurc of 
the body bcautiful in a theatrc is 
devoted to onc single purpose: to 
stimulatc the erotic impuls es of 
the patrons in attendancc. This 
is a most dclightful cxpcricncc. 
Thaťs why sltip-tcasc houses and 
acts are inereasing by leaps and 
bounds throughout the country. 

Nudism in a přiváté camp is 
supposed to dispel the so-called 
puritanical curiosity about the 
diRcrcnccs of the two sexes. Is 
this so cxciting? No—iťs cxactly 
the reverse. Iťs so complctcly 
devoid of pleasurable passion, 
thut wc wonder why nudists cvcr 
bother to gel married! Why should 
curiosity be eliminated? It takés 
all the fun out of things. In fact, 
nudism in a theatrc is designed to 
stimulate your curiosity—thaťs 
why you become so stimulated 
when cnjoying a lovely blonde 
slowly revealing her sensuous 
parts. You’rc curious . . . and ex- 
citcd, too. Iťs so enjoyable to 








glimpse the forbidden! 

Nudists are open-faccd about 
thcir beliefs. For examplc, an ar- 
ticlc in thc American Nudist 
Leader (March, 1959) dcclarcd, 
"One of the prime facts of nu- 
dism is the ability oř men and 
wonien to gather together without 
clothes and without having sex- 
ual interests and craotions 
aroused." Well, if thaťs thc best 
nudism has to ořfcr, who wants 
it? 

A glance at most nudist mag¬ 
azíne s will show you a majority 
of nakcd girls in vnrious provo- 
cative poses. Věry íew nudě men 
are shown . . . or, if they do 
appear in photos. they 'are usually 
aga!, phyticully unattractivc and 
otherwise non-deseript. The em- 
phusis upon well-.shapcd young 
girls with conical shaped brcasts. 
dimpled buttoeks, hcart-shapcd 
red lips, is designed to attract 
males. ll is wcll known that the 
erotic impulse in thc male is 
uroused when hc visualizcs fem- 
inine nudity. In the íemale. her 
impulses bccome slimulated when 
slie is being carcsscd. madc love 
to, fond led and kissed. Sbc de- 
rives littlc or no stimulation in 
viewing a naked male. To bc 
sure, therc is ume voyeurism (or 
"peeping Jane” instinct in thc fe- 
male) bul this is a mild response. 
For this rcason, nudist magazines 
emphasizc females becausc they 
know thcir audience will bc 
largely males, who delight in 
viewing thc nudě flesh of the op- 
posite sex. 

On thc other hand, nudist 
camps appear- to be largely popu- 
latcd by females. Where are all 
thc rcd-blooded American males 
who ycarn to see fcmalc flesh m 
the raw? Hiding behind their 
clothes. You may not believe it 


but thc average male is instinct- 
i vely shy about stripping nakcd. 
His erotic impulses are revealed 
bccause of his extemal physical 
developracnt. As for females. no 
matter w'hat they may bc thinking, 
you cannot know it becausc therc 
are no outward signs of sexual 
arousal as therc would bc in thc 
male—who. as stated abovc. has 
a certain pccultar modesty about 
revealing his ardor: exccpt in 
situations where hc can obtain 
gratiheations. For this rcason. 
male nudists are frequently in the 
minority—exccpt those who are 
devout bdievers in the sexlcssncss 
of the body. 

Nudism on the stage is períectly 
cnjoycd by male patrons, and fc- 
males. sincc in the čase of thc 
former. it is expected that they bc 
croticully aroused and although 
clothes will obscure their desires, 
they feel they hase nothing to bc 
ashamod of. anyway. Aftcr alt. u 
strip-tease is a dclightíul íorm of 
entertainment and what kind of 
a man would he be if he didn t 
íccl himself responding' 

The spectacle of theatrical nu¬ 
dism. with choice performers 
wearing skin-tight revealing 
clothes which will slowly bc shed 
to expose lovely breasts as rounc 
as bcach balls may well be mou 
cntcrtaining than playing tcnnl- 
with a nudě girl—who is as nudí 
as yourself and a hundred others 
Can you háve your cake an< 
eat it, too? Yes! Here‘s how- 
enjoy the pleásure of strip-tea* 
ing or theatrical nudity; then, g 
home and enjoy an arm-chai 
visit to a nudist camp. via tb 
lavishly colored fun-in-the-sd 
publications. Modesty—iťs she»‘ 
heaven! 

THE END 
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props as part nf her ritualistic song and Hance routine. The dance is a frenzy of authentic 


Tahitian motemenls, the song a lote exciling cháni. 




Tho *he’* oidy been away from her itdund paru- 
dbe a shoří lime, Tara ha* already arhieved 
rrmarkahlc succes*. Shc'e períornied iu such 
lively shou* as ihe Palace in BnfTalo. thr Roxv 
iu Cleveland, ihe Casino in Pittsburgh, and Ihe 
Gaiety in Baltimore. She %ras held ověř for six 
weeks al the po«h Bal Taborin Club in Qucbcr 
Cíly. Canada. and her mo«l řečeni hookinc was 
al ihe elegant Halferway House in Easl Hamp- 
lon. Conn. 







Sonic gals fib about their age, bul Tara doesn't 
háve lo — she’s only twenty-two. As for her 
measureraents, those areirt faked eilher: she’s 
a firnily packcd, gloriously slacked 38-22-36. 





J/iSLnch, JlihL: 
VyiaňlsL (BoáL 














Satanic 





SATANA i\o. 6's featurcd model i* Lita Reed . irliote fair brauty is accentualed by her re- 
terved, almosl hauplily bearing. Looks deeeive. hotcerer, in Lita'* čase, becaute in actuality 
the is bolh tcarm and iritly. An a lid reader and conrertalionalisl, Lisa can hold her mm in 
the fastest repartee. yet all ihe ichile maňaset In relain her nllure and femininity. 


. . . Lisa Itťcd . . . 







. . USa Rťťd . . 
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Turn the /mge jor a doublespread of gorgeous Lisa in magnificent , lijp-Iike color 
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(Conrintied from page 25) 










1« is a rarc occasion when a play i* adapled lo ihe screen and rclains thc plot. thc originál inlcrprc- 
tation of thc eharacters, and even thc sets. This is cspcciallv unusual when thc play i» whal i« known us 
a “ptychological drama,” a» «u Jean Genet’* THE BALCONY. So it was with grcat surprise and intense 
cnjoymcnt that I viewcd thc film version of THE BALCONY. I had scat thc play twice when it opened 
at thc Circle in thc Square in New York City in March. 1960. At that timc it kindled n controvcrsy that 
continucd tliroughout its two year nin. Rcactions ran front “íantastic” and "brilliant" to "outrageous” 
and “shocking." thc motion picture based on thi« unique play ha* ignited thc controvcrsy again. 

The exceptionally talcnted Grayson Halí played thc part of thc •‘madam" in thc play. Tltis role in thc 
sereen version is actcd cffcctivdy by Shclley Winters, but slie lacks the subtlty. the impresaion of passion 
rigidly controlled by cynicism, which Miss Halí gave thc eharacter. Howcvcr. this is more than compen- 
snted for by the rest of the cast. espccially Peter Falk, I.ee Grant, and Ruby Dee. 

The picture is doně with a great deal of cinematic imagination, using basically only onc setting, a 
brothel, clevcrly interspersed with ncvrsrccl shots of mob scenes. 

As revolt rages in thc city streets, business continucs as usual in the highly unusual brotliel tun by 
Irma (Shelley Winters). 


A vast, convertcd sound stage dividcd into rarious “sets,” Irma's establishment caters to her clicn- 
tele’s frustrations and compulsions. 

With back-screen projection. sound effeets. exotic cortumes. realistic props and a versatile staff, 
Irma sells dreams to those unáhle to find them elsewfaere. 


Among them is the unorthodox Greek Ortbodox “bishop” (Jeíf Corey), a gas company emplovee in 











Thcro i" also the milk man (Keni Smith) who, once imide the brolhel. become* a generál, wearing 
a magnificenl uniform while litfrning enrapt to his manul Iriumph*. recounted by hit ’1ioi»c" (Amdle 
Jen*), another oí Irma’* *peciali»u. 


And therc i* ihc accountant who dream* of being Chicf Ju*tice (Peter Brorco). In bis judieial rol>es. 
bcfom n curdhoard jury, he metre oul judgementa on *uch pritoncr* (Kuby Dcc) u* Irma tuppliea. 

A. tlíc figliling movok dcer. Irma clo*e» her dooř*. Whiehever way the hattle goe», *l»e know* bliti, 
ne** will be good, once lbe duet ha* tdllcd. 

Innu'9 sťcrctary, confidnnte and speciál friend i*Carmrti (l.ee Cronl), who yrurm to quit her clcri* 
cul dutie* and rcturn to the more Creative work períomied by ImuT' other girl*. Irma i* pointing oul all 
ulic lun* doně for Carmen when the dooř alarm *ound*. 

Iťa the Chieí of Police (Peter Falk), battle-tfamed and dightly wounded. 

Hit fůry rxcitea the madam and her aeeretary. He i* almo*! vuccumbing to their overturet when 
Koger, hi» rival. rome« to the hrothel. Defrated. the rebel leader ( Leona rd Nimoy) ha* brouglit hit* t*hat> 
tored dream* lo Irma to l>e mended, to don the Chief* exlra uniform for a hrief illiiMon of power. 

Altliougli pleaned lhát at la*t Mtineliody wante to play Aim, lbe Chicf con»idcr» Koger* slili dangerous. 
He internípt* Carmen* tensnal ad rance* to the rebel, and the two leader* med faře to face. 



While 

and faII to the floor. 
to ahredt*. 


then tuddenly grupple 
ripping thrir uniform* 


intervenlioii. 









Irma will riot allow Death. the one ullimate reality, in her plače. Iťs bad íor business. 


Clad only in the bath toweb she has supplied. the two Ieadcrs leave her cslablishmeni, amiablv 
engrossed in a discussion of the ramiíication of Power. Hearine renewed gunfirc. thev stop and eye one 
another suspiciously. Then, agreeing tliat it comes “from some otlier faction, eitber right or left wing , n 
they part cordially. 

And, as she closes tlie big doors, Irma tums to the audience, telíš them, too, to go hone. whrre the 
illusions they practice are even more falše thar those she srlls at the Balcony. 

This is a work of reál psvcliological import, dar mg. and imagination. For this utmost cředil musí ho 
given to Cenet. to Ben Maddow. vrho adupted the film for the sereen. and to Joseph Strick who directed. 

Definitely not for the “lamily,** THF. BALCONY is, nevertheless a thorough drlight for sophislirated 
audicnccs. 






Darling Devil 


LAURA VICKERS 












Our devilisl darling. Laura Yichers, may tok rdaxed and noncíialanl. bul m reality she s a hard working neophyte 
actrew She s had much cntical prané Irom Ihe alf Broadwty parts she’s had. and is hHd m esteem bv the other 
young actresses and aclors mlh «hom shtt norked and stud*d Wm 











When she isnt rehearsing or modelling, Laura 
makes the rounds of casting offices and axrmutes between New York and Los Ange es. She believes that persever- 
ance pays off, if one has the talent to back it up And iťs easy to see that Lajra’s talents are bountiful! 















Thrse excluslve pliuios of Irlsh-born ISIckl were luken in Englaml whcrc ihc irapish tollcen is 
liv ing leinporarily. She*» amnlier aspiriny ariress ... 






9 'IkJá. VWfoL 








. . . When ehe Uved in Dublin, Niclci Ktmlird 
drama at oné of the worlďa most famotis acade¬ 
mie^ & thealres — ont of whicli eame such 
noted players and playwrighls as Msureeu 
0’Kara, Gretr Curson, Darrj Fití^craUL Stan 
0'Caecy. With tliis cxcelltnl hackground, plus 
hor ohvioue bcauty, thií Iriřh imp hne a bijí 
futuru ahead of hor!!! 


















BEST SHOWGAL 


SPACE AGE ENSEMBLE 
by GILDA... 

(Fiom N.C.R.) 


Dcar Editor: 

The hest dancer and showgal in 
the business is Gilda. I nctice tfut 
you kccp gciting rcqucsts fcr n:ws 
of thii exotic bentity, and for nevv 
picturcs ol her. As ill your rcaders 
Know by now. shc was oncc tlíc 
curly headed lildo inoppet in "Our 
Gíing Comcdics. ’ 

Endoscd are some unusual pic- 
lurcs oť thb fabulous woinan. The 
cmtnrie and malce-up shc’s wcí» ring 
;ire desiyned by her (she'š <:ot all 
kinds of ulent.s!) and shc calls tlxm 
“Ensemble for the Spacc Agc.“ if 
woraen in ihe luture loo!< iikc :his 
I bope 1 li ve a long liie! 

Good luck with your magazines. 

Yours (ruly. 

W.C.R. 

SpringfieM, Mast. 




"SEARCH” 


Dcat Editor: 

Scvcral ycars back ... 1 was in 
NYC íor a convention. A gang of 
us wcnt on a round of all thc nitc 
clubs in Grccnwich Village. Must 
confess wc got prctty soused so the 
cvcning i.s a blur to nic. Dut onc 
girl. a dancer and singer. stands out 
in my mind. She was playing in an 
all-colorcd .show. Shc has very light 
lan skin and a bcautiíul face and 
figuře. Oncc you primed soine pic- 
tures of her but did not givc her 
namc. 1 clippcd out onc and am 
sending it to you. Hopc you will 
identify it and prim others you háve 
of her. Every time I go back to NYC 
1 search for her but was beginning 
to think shc was a mirage until I saw 
thc pictuics in your magazíne. Plcasc 
scttlc this so I eun get some slccp. 
Iťs gnttcn so this beautiful woman 
haunls my drcaim. 

... L.H. 

Kansas City 


...MARY SMITH 
(For L. H.) 


(Yvi/r search will not end here be- 
cause ihe girl you re lookmg for is 
lovely Mary Smith. who trcu work- 
mg al New York's Club Savannah 
ai the time you were in NYC. Since 
them Mi** Smith has dropptd out 
oI sighl. Here aic some 
takat More she 







“BEST ARTIST" 

Dear Editor: : 

You ušed to print a lot more 
drawings and cartoons by Bilbrew 
& Eneg. Stanton is verv good also 
but the first “checsc-cake" drawings 
I ever likcd wcre by Bilbrew & Eneg. 
If you háve any new ones, please 
print them. 

You might be intcrcsted to know 
that 1 havc a fairly large collection 
oř drawings by these artists. They 
make great decorations for my den. 
I think Bilbrew is one of the very 
hest artists in the ficld 
Sincercly, 

M.U.L. 

Chicago 


...NEW DRAWING 

(For M.U.L.) 


"ORDINARY” 

Dear Editor: 

Some of those letters you get 
slay mc. What these kooks seem to 
miss is that it isn’t what the girl 
wears that makes her sexy. iťs the 
girl hcrsclf. 

To provc my point, enciosed is 
a snnpshot oř my girl. wearing or- 
dinary clothcs. and yet inanaging to 
look inviting as all get out. 

To each his own ... let those who 
want it háve their crazy costumes. 
I II také a good looking gal in ordi- 
nary duds — oř. better still, none at 
all! — any day. 

Yours truly, 

W.C.B. 

Queens, N. Y. 


OUERY" 

Goc my first copy of your maga¬ 
zíne. Issue No. 4. and am eager to 
get the back ones and all futurc ones. 

In your "Epistles to Inferno" 
column, another rcader. R. L.. wrote 
that hc likes "dominant řemalcs.** 
and asked you to print somc of your 
best. On page 42, you printed pic- 
tures of a fascinating model. My 
question is. who is she? And . . . 
would you print some more pic- 
tures of hcť* 

Hope to sce many more of your 
entertaining and exciling maga- 
zines on the stands ... 111 buy them 
all if this is a sample! 

Sincerely. 

AU V. 

Hounon. Texas 

(The model our new reader wams 
identiňed is Dianě Kaye. Here are 
more pictures oj her.) 


... DIANĚ KAYE . 
(for A R.V.) 



DIANĚ KAYE ... 

...BABY LAKE 

(for A R.V.) 

(For L.E.G.) 


ANOTHER REOUEST 
Dcur Editor: 

I buy all your maga/incs. Evcn 
my wifc gcts a kick out of icading 
them. 

In your Icttcrs to thc Editor col- 
umn plcasc print somc picturcs oí 
onc of thc cutcsl and most talcntcd 
modcls and showgals. Baby Lakc. 

Vcry truly your*. 

L.E.G. 

Toledo. Ohio 


• BIZAKRE OUTMT .. . 
(For V.J.T.) 




“BIZARRE- 
Dcar Editor: 

The word "bi/arre" has comc to 
ha\e more than one meaning. as 
you seeni to undersiand. The cos- 
tumes some of your models wear 
are really “far out.” Hov* about one 
of a true Satana type, wearing mask, 
wide collar. etc. These adornments 
make a woman look mystcrious and 
much more imcrcsting lhán thc 
ordinary bra-and-panties so many 
pin-up modcls wcar. 

... V J.T. 

Chicago, lil. 


\ 


r 


STOP SEARCHING! 


I HÁVE THOSE 
PHOTOS 

Send $1 for somples 
ond be eonvinced 
Bo1 S6 J 

\jrfVl Bio*. 66. N.r 


h 








Dear Sirs: 

If you háve room to print this 
letter please grant my request. I 
would likc to see a picturc oí a 
dominant . . . íemnle wcnring those 
terrific spike heels. Si* or sevcn 
inches high. If possiblc. 

Thcrc is somcthing particulorly 
cxciting about those shoes ... You 
should put out a magazíne with girls 
wcaring those in every photo. 

... VJJ>. 

Denver. CoL 

iReader V.J.D. should likc our 
"High Heels" magazíne. Next issue 
will be on the stands next month. 

—Bd) 


NUOIST PUBIICATIONS 
dir*« I.- ■•••>• Tríal mImHw .# « 4A- 
magoiinai unt in plni" »r«pp«r *«r 
*5 00 ppd. Noiufolly ilfonretod ÍHMI ol 
M1II93, Cymnos, ivu ord Hrahh and fdfiio 
Wrdai 

ACE (C) Box 42 
Boltimor* 3 W 


BIZARRE and UNUSUAL 

ÍWM 
*»*-'*». 

»* «f o?ii- 

i«ř« ddlcicnl lípa rr«i 
Cataioii.* * 1 . 

«r* V4*' 

tuU.Mr$tL.»M*ri<JU. 
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“IDEÁL” 

Dcar Editor: 

Saw some photos of Lonnie 
Young in another of your publica- 
tions, 'Striparama." and think you 
should pul her in “Satana” instead. 
Aftcr all, she has not becn on the 
stage íor some time as a stripper, 
but the “satanic” quality she has is 
still there. In addition she is my 
ideál woman. So I would greatly ap- 
preciatc seeing any more photos you 
may háve ol her. 

Thanks... 

L.L.R. 

Durham. N. C 



... LONNIE YOUNG ... 

(for L.L.R.) 

Dcar Sin: 

Encloscd is a snapshot of nty girl 
friend. She has also written you a 
notě giving you permission to print 
it if you want to. 

She wants to be a pin-up model. 
The two of us háve a lot of fun mak- 
ing pictures of her. She thinks I 
ought to buy a polaroid so we can 
see how the pictures come out. right 
away. I telí her I may someday, but 
the truth is I would hatc to miss the 
fun of havir.g her help roe develop 


thetn in the dark room. Do you 
blame me? Tm afraid if I let her 
bccomc a model too many other 
guys might feel the samc way. 
Whaťs your advice? 

Yours truly, 

G.T.F. 

Miami, Fla. 

(Obviously your přeny girl friend is 
not going to " two-tirne“ you if she 
hasn't doně it by now. Professional 
modeh and photographers. in the 
main. are "Strictly business." If you 
try to keep her from going into lite 
career she has her heart set on, on 
the other hand. you may lose her 
completely. Thanks for the signed 
release — we musí háve one hefore 
we can print photos of any model, 
whether amateur or professional. 


—Ed.) 



(From G.T.F.) 



“SWEATER GIRL” 


Dear Sire: 

Enclosed is a snapshoi of my wife 
taken last summcr. I just want to 
show you a girl docs not havc to b= 
nudě to be sexy. As you can see in 
this picturc, shc is wearing a sweater 
and petticoat but looks more appcal- 
ing than a lot of your naked models. 

There was a time when the 
“Sweater Girl** was the American 
ideál. Now nudes seem to be the 
thing. Even the bathing suits one 
sees on the bcaches these days leave 
little to the imagination. When will 
women learn that the unknown cx- 
cites a man more than the obvious.'* 


Sincerely you re. 

P.D.V. 

San Francium 






BURLESQUE 


Here They ÁreaiHHHi 

.... available NOW - for the FIRST 
time. . . . Originál 4" x 5" GLOSSY 
photographs of your favorites I ! ! ! ! 


BEAUTIESHHBHH 


Príce: $222 

per set of 8 photos 


1 - Ríta Atlanta 

2 - Honey Bee 

3 - Virginia Bell 

4 - "Cup Cake" Cassi 

5 - Bubbles Darlene 

6 - Dolores Del Ray 

7 - Rlta Grable 

8 - Betty Howard 

9 - Irma "The Body” 

10 - Jada 

11 - Libby Jones 

12 - Sharon Kmght 

13 - Jennie Lee 

14 - Zee Zee Martine 

15 - Naja 

16 - Nataša 

17 - Lynne O'Ne 111 

18 - Pepper Powell 

19 - Tee Tee Red 
2 0 - Blaze Starr 

21 - Tempest Storm 

22 - Syrá 

23 - Anita Ventura 

24 - Patti Waggin 

25 - Lonnie Young 


Lib 

j 

ai 

■ i 

■ 
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B. B. SALES 

Rádio City Sta. 


New York 1 




I 



LEGS 

ON PARAOE 

LONG SUM LEGS. PETITE CURVY LEGS. FULL 
VOLUPTUOUS LEGS, LEC S SHEATHED IN NYLONS , 
IN RUiCK MESH. OR IN SUPPLE LEATHER . . . 
SIIAPELY LECS OF ALL DIMENSIONS, THEIR SYM- 
METRY ACCENTUATED BY HICU IIEELED PVMPS. 
SANDALS. BOOTS AND SL1PPERS . . . GORGEOUS 
CAMS TOPPED WITH PERT DERR1ERES AND HICH 
ROUND HOSOMS. CROWNED WITH PRETTY FACES. 
LEGS. I.ECS. LECS . . . AND BEAVTIPUL MODELS 
FROM ENGLAND, FRANCE, SCOTLAND, ITALY, 
THE USA, FROM ALL OVER THE WORLD ... THATS 
THE EXCITINC VISTA AWAITINC YOU IN OUR 
COM PAN ION PUBLIC ATION, LEG SHOW NO. 6. 
NOW ON SÁLE AT YOUR FAVORITE NEWS DEALERS. 


. . . AND REMEMBER, FOR THE BEST IN 
ADULT MAGS, LOOK FOR THE TINY SEL- 
BEE SIRÉN ON THE COVER! 



Yoothp 

archive 


Enjoy another classic from the Yootha Archive 

Discover more amazing collections in our eBay shop 
http://stores.ebay.co.uk/Yootha-Archive-of-Vintage-and-Retro 

or at www.yootha.com 


